Dr Abdulgawad Elnady Children’s Literature
Fourteenth Lecture

Chapter 11
Bobbie knew the secret now. Bobbie tried hard to pretend that there is nothing
horrible during the tea meal. Then she went upstairs with Mother and told her
how she knew about her father.
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"That's all right," said Mother. "It's not true. And they've shut him up in prison, but
he's done nothing wrong. He's good and noble and honourable, and he belongs to

us. We have to think of that, and be proud of him, and wait."
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As Bobbie asked Mother to tell her the whole story, Mother said how those men,
who had asked to see Father on that remembered last night when the Engine was
being mended, had come to arrest him, charging him with selling State secrets to
the Russians—with being, in fact, a spy and a traitor.
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She heard about the trial, and about the evidence—Iletters, found in Father's desk
at the office, letters that convinced the jury that Father was guilty. "Someone put
them there. And the person who put them there was the person who was really

guilty."
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A week later, Bobbie managed to get away alone. And once more

she wrote a letter. And once more it was to the old gentleman.
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My dear Friend," she said, "you see what is in this paper. It is not
true .Father never did it. Mother says someone put the papers in

Father's desk, and she says the man under him that got Father's
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place afterwards was jealous of Father, and Father suspected him a long time.
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But nobody listens to a word she says, but you are so good and clever, and you

found out about the Russian gentleman's wife directly.
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Can't you find out who did the treason because he wasn't Father upon my honour;
he is an Englishman and uncapable to do such things, and then they would let
Father out of prison. It is dreadful, and Mother is getting so thin. She told us once

to pray for all prisoners and captives.
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| see now. Oh, do help me—there is only just Mother and me know, and we can't
do anything. Peter and Phil don't know.
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I'll pray for you twice every day as long as | live if you'll only try—just try to find
out. Think if it was YOUR Daddy, what you would feel. Oh, do, do, DO help me.

With love
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"I remain Your affectionately little friend Roberta".
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One morning Mother let them take their lunch and go out for the day to see the
paper chase. The hare was a big-boned, loose-limbed boy, with dark hair lying flat

on a very damp forehead.
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The bag of torn paper under his arm was fastened across one shoulder by a strap.
The hare ran along the line, and the workmen leaned on their picks to watch him.
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He ran on steadily and disappeared into the mouth of the tunnel. "That's against
the by-laws," said the foreman.
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definition of paper chase (Individual Sports & Recreations / Athletics (Track &
Field)) a former type of cross-country run in which a runner laid a trail of

paper for others to follow ...
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What is a paperchase?

Paper Chase (also known as Hare and Hounds or Chalk Chase) is a racing game
played outdoors (best played within a wood or even a shrubbery maze) with
any number of players. At the start of the game, one person is designated the
'hare' and everyone else in the group are the 'hounds'.
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The 'hare' starts off ahead of everyone else leaving behind themselves a trail of

paper shreds (or chalk marks in an urban environment) which represents the
scent of the hare.
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Just as scent is carried on the wind, so too are the bits of paper, sometimes making
for a difficult game. After some designated time, the hounds must chase after
the hare and attempt to catch them before they reach the ending point of the
race. It is generally done over a long distance, but shorter courses can be set.
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And now, following the track of the hare by the little white blots of scattered paper,
came the hounds.
Apall OIS Cela 6 ) sl e 5 _ppiall sliand) aiidly cai )Y jle ) sy (Y1 5
There were thirty of them, and they all came down the steep, ladder-like steps by
ones and twos and threes and sixes and sevens. Bobbie and Phyllis and Peter
counted them as they passed.
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The foremost ones hesitated a moment at the foot of the ladder, then their eyes
caught the gleam of scattered whiteness along the line and they turned towards
the tunnel, and, by ones and twos and threes and sixes and sevens, disappeared in
the dark mouth of it. The last one, in a red jersey, seemed to be extinguished by

the darkness like a candle that is blown out.
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Sometimes later, the children came down the hill and the hounds came—by ones
and twos and threes and sixes and sevens—and they also were going slowly and
seemed very tired. Peter noticed that the one in the red jersey is missing.
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They waited for him for a long time but he didn't appear. They want into the tunnel
to look for him. Peter stopped within a yard of what they had come into the tunnel
to look for. Phyllis saw a gleam of red, and shut her eyes tight.
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There, by the curved, pebbly down line, was the red-jerseyed hound. His back was
against the wall, his arms hung limply by his sides, and his eyes were shut. "Oh,

look up, speak to me! For my sake, speak!" the children cried.
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Chapter 12: What Bobbie brought home.
Wet his ears with milk," said Bobbie. "I know they do it to people that faint—with
eau-de-Cologne. But | expect milk's just as good." the red jersey sighed, and
opened his eyes, and shut them again and said in a very small voice, "Chuck it."
ol (s Qpaal L VY Jacadl)
sl o) 5 (805 5508 53 el o kel Al ) G5 5yl el Ul sl gl i " 5 8

-

." tﬂ&.ﬂ Lﬂl_uu "6\3% )M &;Ijm ‘_,’J d\ﬁ} d‘)ai b‘)A e@ﬂ&& . ij ‘4.\.\.1.‘:“... c_\ﬂj 63@.\.1 JAA“}“ ’Q“M'é“ Q—\AL&A" .ESB .Aé;

The children made him drink some milk so he got better but he broke his leg as he
could not move. Bobbie stayed with the injured boy till Peter and Phil get help.
Sometime later, Peter and Phil came back to the tunnel and Jim had been lifted on

to the hurdle and carried to the children's home as he lived away.
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Chapter 13: The hound's grandfather.
The red-jerseyed hound whom the children had brought to Three Chimneys had to

be put to bed.
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And then the Doctor came, and hurt him most horribly. Mother was with him all

through it. The doctor said Jim will get better soon and was pleased with what the
successful operation he did.
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Mother had to write to Jim's grandfather who lived near the Three Chimneys. She
cannot afford all what the boy might need and nurse him as she is busy with her
writing. Peter wishes to keep the boy in the home till he gets well but he is

convinced with what Mother has said.
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He asks her if she could write a book in which she makes Father come home.
Mother tells him how it is better to be in a book written by God as everything will

end well without mistakes.
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Surprisingly, Jim's grandfather is the old gentleman himself whom the children
used to wave to. "l say, though," said Peter, "you're not going to take Jim away,
though, are you?" "Not at present,” said the old gentleman. "Your Mother has

most kindly consented to let him stay here.
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| thought of sending a nurse, but your Mother is good enough to say that she will
nurse him herself." "But what about her writing?" said Peter, before anyone could
stop him. "There won't be anything for him to eat if Mother doesn't write." "That's
all right," said Mother, hastily. The old gentleman looked very kindly at Mother.
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"I see," he said, " you trust your children, and confide in them." "Of course," said

Mother. "Then | may tell them of our little arrangement,”" he said. "Your Mother,

my dears, has consented to give up writing for a little while and to become a

Matron of my Hospital."
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At the gate the old gentleman stopped and said—:

"You're a good child, my dear—1I got your letter. But it wasn't needed .When | read
about your Father's case in the papers at the time, | had my doubts. And ever since
I've known who you were, I've been trying to find out things. | haven't done very
much yet. But | have hopes, my dear—I have hopes."

- B A gl e G ganl)l Ja )l el oS
elly 8 Canall 8 el s e o 8 Lavie 43 (S5 o) LS dllujll tila s - 550 by by Alide ol
in S Jrdl Al L) 48 ped A lae 8 i€ al ) gl (e e 281 ) SIS i g eVl CSSGE e )
"l s o goe b edlal sl (Sl ¢!

Chapter 14: The End.
Life at the Three Chimneys was never quite the same again after the old gentleman

came to see his grandson. Although they now knew his name, the children never
spoke of him by it—at any rate, when they were by themselves.
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To them he was always the old gentleman, and | think he had better be the old
gentleman to us, too.
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It wouldn't make him seem any more real to you, would it, if | were to tell you that
his name was Snooks or Jenkins (which it wasn't)?—and, after all, | must be
allowed to keep one secret.
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It's the only one; | have told you everything else, except what | am going to tell you
in this chapter, which is the last. At least, of course, | haven't told you EVERYTHING.
If | were to do that, the book would never come to an end, and that would be a

pity, wouldn't it?
Aapday (W) e 5a ) g A cJuail) 138 4 oS il Lo eliuly Al o i JS oS3l il caa ) ) 4l
Sl Gl «aud sy o o8 18 5 Tl gty () QUST) (@lID Calad 13) o 5 IS A8 B A ()

Then as Jim's leg got better it was very pleasant to go up and sit with him and hear
tales about his school life and the other boys. The children spent their time

studying and making rhymes for their lessons which makes learning them jollier.
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"Things DO happen by themselves sometimes, without your making them," said
Phyllis, rather as though, usually, everything that happened in the world was her
doing "I wish something would happen," said Bobbie, dreamily, "something
wonderful." And something wonderful did happen exactly four days after she had
said this.
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The children missed their goings to the railway. They ran. And once more they

waved their handkerchiefs, without at all minding whether the handkerchiefs were

clean or not, to the 9.15.
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"Take our love to Father!" cried Bobbie. And the others, too,

shouted:—

"Take our love to Father!"
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The old gentleman waved from his first-class carriage
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window. Quite violently he waved. And there was nothing odd in that, for he
always had waved. But what was really remarkable was that from every window
handkerchiefs fluttered, newspapers signalled, hands waved wildly.
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The train swept by with a rustle and roar, the little pebbles jumped and danced

under it as it passed, and the children were left looking at each other.
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"Well!" said Peter. Ml jiw JG
"WELL!" said Bobbie. MMl s s
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"WELL!" said Phyllis.
"Whatever on earth does that mean?" asked Peter, but he did not expect any
answer. "l don't know," said Bobbie. "Perhaps the old gentleman told the people at

his station to look out for us and wave. He knew we should like it!"
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Now, curiously enough, this was just what had happened. The old gentleman, who
was very well known and respected at his particular station, had got there early
that morning, and he had waited at the door where the young man stands holding
the interesting machine that clips the tickets, and he had said something to every
single passenger who passed through that door.
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Only three people got out of the 11.54. The first was a countryman with two
baskety boxes full of live chickens who stuck their russet heads out anxiously
through the wicker bars; the second was Miss Peckitt, the grocer's wife's cousin,
with a tin box and three brown-paper parcels; and the third—
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"Oh! My Daddy, my Daddy!" That scream went like a knife into the heart of
everyone in the train, and people put their heads out of the windows to see a tall
pale man with lips set in a thin close line, and a little girl clinging to him with arms
and legs, while his arms went tightly round her.
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Now the house door opens. Bobbie's voice calls: —
"Come in, Daddy; come in!"
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He goes in and the door is shut. | think we will not open the door or follow him. |
think that just now we are not wanted there. | think it will be best for us to go

quickly and quietly away. At the end of the field, among the thin gold spikes of

grass and the harebells and Gipsy roses and St.
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John's Wort, we may just take one last look, over our shoulders, at the white

house where neither we nor anyone else is wanted now.
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